consumptive patients. She drew the white-enamelled
double doors carefully behind her and went to the nurse
on duty, who was sitting in the corridor busy with a
case-sheet.
" Herr Kranich has gone to sleep, Sister," she said*
"I have something most important to do. When he
wakes up, tell him, please, that I have gone to Professor
Ambrosius."
u Are you coming back again this evening ? He
usually gets very restless about six o'clock," asked the
sister.
" Yes, Til come without fail. I will hurry," Helene
answered and went her way. She carried her small hat
in her hand, and as she stepped out of the gateway of the
clinic she stood still for a second and breathed deeply.
Why, the chestnuts are flowering again, she thought, and
within her there was a great wonder at the unconquerable
recurrence of sun, blossoming and life.
She made her way through the gardens and then up-
hill, sometimes hesitating, sometimes urged forward, by
strangely mixed feelings of fear and pleasure. Her heart
was beating absurdly as she pulled the bell at the garden
gate and long-forgotten things surged up as distinctly
and clearly before her eyes as they sometimes do in
dreams. She saw the brass pkte with the well-known
name again, the shoe-scraper, the carving over the
entrance door which pictured Eurydice between Orpheus
and Eros. She even recognised the face of the parlour-
maid—all of them things that had kin treasured and hid-
den away within her. There was the familiar smell of
the staircase, the sound of the door opening, and then
Helene Willfuer was standing with bated breath in a dark
room in which something was moving.
She did not understand immediately. She did not
grasp at once that it was Ambrosius who rose from an
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